CHAPTER 173 


October 12, 2011 


“..I’m too sick for this shit.” 


Justin groaned a bit as he walked in on the group apparently forming a study 
session at Junes. Yu had brought him here, much to his reluctance, clearly with the 
sinister intent of forcing him to join them. To be fair, Justin had been out of school 
for a while due to his anger issues, so he didn’t exactly know a lot of the shit that 
was going to be on the upcoming exams; but then when did he ever? He usually just 
guessed on every question until he got it right. And it almost always worked. The 
fact of the matter was, Justin just didn’t feel right around the others after all that 
had happened, a sinking feeling in his gut seeming to rip his hear out as he laid 
eyes on the people he had hurt... Even HER. Maybe it was guilt. Maybe he just 
wasn’t feeling to great from collapsing the day previous. God knows Maya had been 
under the weather because of it. The moment Justin and her made it back to his 
house the two collapsed onto their bed and couch respectively. The difference was, 
Justin woke up this morning. Maya was still asleep. He was a little concerned at first, 
but when he tried to wake her up, she rolled over. She was fine; just exhausted from 
the emotional distress. 


“You're fine; turn around.” Yu joked a bit, rotating Justin around before he could 
attempt his painfully slow escape. He was still a little out of it truth be told, so his 
movement was stilted and slow. He wasn’t going to get away from the others just 
by running, and Yu had taken advantage of that fact, stopping him in his tracks 
before he could try to hide from the investigation team. He sighed as he stared 
everyone dead in the eye, smiles being reflected back at him in what was seriously 
beginning to creep him out. Why were they so damn happy; so damn forgiving. This 
wasn’t right; even Justin could see that. He didn’t DESERVE forgiveness, yet he 
didn’t even have to work for it. He must have been insane or something, and these 
specters of his friend’s smiling merely ghosts of what had been. At least, that was 
the excuse Justin was going to go with; it made more sense to him than the 
actuality. 


“So many people!” Nanako gushed from her seat on the farside of the table. Justin 
jumped slightly at the sound of her voice; he hadn’t even seen her here. In a way, 
he had wished he had known that before dropping the s word in front of her, but 
that was alright. Honestly, if Justin was happy to see anyone, it was Nanako. Justin 
knew when she was smiling it was because he was happy; he couldn’t tell why the 
others were smiling. Justin waved at her with a timid smile before Yu gave him 
another shove, prodding him to take a seat and join. Justin groaned a bit biting, his 
bottom lip as his eyes fell open one of two empty seats at the table. As if he 
couldn’t decide whether to sit or not. The others seemed to want him to, pointing 


out the chair with their hands as if to extend to him an invitation, but he just wasn’t 
sure. It took him a moment before he sighed, slowly slipping into the chair, eyes 
shooting about the table cautiously. Everyone shot Justin a quick smile before 
jumping back to what they had been doing, as if Justin hadn’t even been here. Yeah, 
gee thanks guys. Be all warm and welcoming and friendly, but then you ignore me. | 
don’t get you people. 


“Yes... So many people.” Justin muttered to himself as his eyes scanned the table. 
There were about eight more people here than Justin was comfortable with. Well... 
Seven. Chie waved at Justin from across the table, a timid grin on her face as she 
stared at him from a far. Justin smiled back, as uneasy as he felt right now. Fake or 
not; Chie did have a wonderful smile, and it made him feel better just observing it 
shine from the distance. Everyone else on the other hand... It was going to take a 
while to get used to again. 


“So... where were we.” Yukiko remarked cheerfully, turning back towards the book 
that was in front of her, the group’s attention slowly being diverted away from 
Justin... Except for Naoto, who continued to observe Justin with curiosity from her 
seat. The way he was acting wasn’t something could be affiliated with illness; 
rather, it was fear. Of what, she was still trying to determine. Or at least she was 
until Justin started to glare at her. Way he figured it, of he just gave her incentive to 
stop staring, she would; and in this case the incentive was Justin would tear her a 
new asshole if she didn’t stop looking. “Oh right; proving the trigonometric 
identities.” 


“Argh... Jumping straight into math...” Chie remarked with disgusted irritation. Math 
was not her strong suit. Really, no subject was her strong suit; but math more so 
than the others. It was amazing; she had thought making a study group would help 
her study more, but all it was doing was reminding her how little she knew about 
anything they were supposed to. She couldn’t even pronounce trigonometry, let 
alone do math problems base on it. 


“Times like these, I’m jealous of Teddie and Maya.” Yosuke sighed, annoyed as he 
stared down at the book in front of him, trying to make heads or tails of what he 
was looking at. He wasn’t having much if any success in that regard. God, he would 
kill right now to be in a position where he didn’t have to worry about exams. He 
worked his butt off and he barely passed. It just wasn’t worth the stress. Justin 
raised his eyebrow with curiosity, leaning back in his chair as he spinned his cane 
around against the floor with his index finger, keeping it in motion with flicks of his 
thumb. 


“I think she’s more jealous of you.” Justin choked up, though not without opening 
his mouth a couple of times trying to find his voice to talk to these people. It was 
amazing; you'd think Justin was surrounded by complete strangers with the 
awkward sensation that was drowning out his throat. Of course the others just 


seemed confused by Justin’s remark; even the people who knew Maya best. And 
that was pretty much just Yosuke. 


“Huh? Whaddya mean?” Yosuke questioned absent-mindedly, not really putting too 
much thought into the matter, though just enough to be curious. Justin bit his 
bottom lip before shaking his head side to side. There were a couple of things she 
was probably jealous of. Being able to go to school was the big one, though talking 
was probably pretty nice too. She wouldn’t object to talking. 


“_..Nothing; forget | said anything.” 


“Ours is the section on trig functions, right? The one where we find the area of a 
triangle given two sides and...” Rise paused as she tried to recall what else they 
covered over the last quarter. Either she wasn’t paying attention very well or they 
didn’t teach these kids shit at school. Given some of their selection of staff, most of 
them being totally batshit insane and all, Justin would bet his money on the latter. 
Not that he would really know; he didn’t pay attention to that shit. 


“Huh? You find the area of a triangle with... You know, that thing. Uhh, base by 
height by 2?” Kanji remarked out loud as he tried to remember the formula they 
had used so often in class. The good news is for once Kanji was completely 
accurate; that was a pretty damn common formula in trig. The bad news was it was 
incredibly vague and everyone could tell he didn’t know how to use the formula or 
where. Basically what I’m saying is this study group was composed of an army of 
idiots. Naoto adjusted her hat for a moment, cautiously shooting her eyes away 
from Justin after what felt like decades. 


“If you don't mind, shall | teach you?” Naoto suggested after a moment, interrupting 
the freshman’s attempt at trying to decipher the great riddle of the sphinx. Leave it 
to the self-proclaimed ace detective to try and flaunt her knowledge in any way she 
possibly could. Justin wasn’t sure if she was trying to seriously help them or not; but 
all the same he couldn’t help but laugh to himself, hot air being shot out his nose as 
he tried to hold back laughter. Naoto noticed, passing him a slight glare before 
turning her attention back to the rest of the group. Seemed her apology hadn’t 
gone over as well as she had hoped. Well at least Justin wasn’t flipping tables over 
her presence anymore. That was a victory in and of itself, right? 


“Oh? Are you as smart as | thought? Could you uh... lend me a hand too...?” Yosuke 
requested sheepishly, almost embarrassed he was going to have to turn toa 
freshman to help him with his sophomore level courses. He’d ask Yukiko for help, 
but he remembered pretty clearly how well that went. Yu was much too busy 
chatting with Nanako at the moment to really be of any use. Those two were 
practically like brother and sister. Guess Maya and Justin had competition on the 
fake sibling front. Naoto opened her mouth for a second, no words coming out for 
only a brief moment as she tried to think of the best way to put it. 


“Oh, um... | wouldn't know where to begin with second-year subjects.” Naoto 
admitted with slight embarrassment. Seemed the detective prince wasn’t quite as 
smart as she tried to let on earlier. Her knowledge was pretty damn specialized 
from the looks of it; she was no jack of all trades when it came to smarts. She knew 
about crimes and that’s about it. Hell, Justin probably could have beat her on that 
front if he tried hard enough. All it took was good observation and a clever mind, 
right? That’s why Justin was pretty sure he’d get away with murder... 


Uh... N-Not that he was planning to kill anyone or any... wait, he did. Shit. 


“Aww... What's up with that? Useless after all...” Yosuke spat with slight annoyance. 
Justin had just rubbed it off as Yosuke doucheing it up again, plus he never objected 
to Naoto getting bitched out; he still hadn’t gotten over the whole accusing him and 
Maya of being murderers thing yet. He probably never would. In actuality though, 
Naoto’s face had lit up bright red, glowing like a volcano about to explode into the 
eye, her eyes dropping into a glare that could give a lion a heart-attack. 


“D-Don’y call me useless!” She shouted angrily back at Yosuke, who couldn’t help 
but spit-take as she gave him his shit back, eyes wide with shock as the remains of 
the soda that had been in his mouth dripped down his chin. Everyone else kinda of 
scooted away a bit in their chairs, trying to distance themselves from Yosuke’s 
spittle. Except for Nanako, and surprisingly, Justin, who couldn’t help but laugh. 
Everyone was caught a little off guard by that, watching with curiosity as the sober 
expression on Justin’s face slowly gave way to him trying to hold back laughter. 


“Now you have no right to bitch me out for spit-taking here anymore.” Justin 
continued to laugh, holding his gut as he tried to stop himself from looking like an 
ass. It wasn’t very funny; but maybe he just needed a good laugh right about now. 
With all the tension in the air, all the crap that had hit the ceiling over the past 
week, everything had just been bottled up inside. And sure, he dealt with the Maya 
angle of things, but confronting his friends after all had been said and done still 
scared him half to death. Perhaps laughter was the best medicine for his blues. Yu 
passed Justin a slight glare before pressing his hands over Nanako’s ears, as if 
expecting Justin to continue on his tirade. 


“Hey, hey! We talked about this; not around Nanako!” Yu scolded Justin. His please 
went unheard though as Justin tried to keep a hold of his composure, to stop himself 
from laughing like a hyena. You know something, most of the group was confused 
by the burst of laughter over something as disgusting and common place as the 
spit-take, but some of the group couldn’t help but smile back as he slowly fell out of 
his chair. He was over-exagerating as fuck as he fell to the ground to continue 
laughing, but it was nice to see him lighten up again. Chie was certainly happy 
anyway. So were most of the others. Naoto just dismissed him as an idiot as usual; 
and Yukiko was much too hung up as to why he was laughing and not the fact that 


he was actually laughing for once. You know when even Yukiko won’t laugh, you’re 
laughing at a real shitty joke. 


“| don’t get it... Did | miss the punchline?” Yukiko inquired, genuinely curious as to 
what the joke was. After all, she liked to laugh just as much as the next guy. 
Probably more actually. In fact; she had the throne when it came to laughing. No 
one could out laugh her; not even the schizophrenic rolling on the floor over some 
loose cola being sprayed all over the table. Justin thought he could take her on? 
Bitch please; he couldn’t even COMPARE. Yosuke shook his head and sighed after a 
moment, wiping the soda that had been dripping from the cracks of his mouth. He 
wasn’t looking forward to cleaning that shit up; though at least it would be more 
pleasant than cleaning up Justin’s spit when he did the exact same thing. You know, 
it was nice to see the guy loosen up a bit, but this was definitely excessive. It was 
almost embarrassing to watch; partially because people were starting to stare. At 
least Nanako seemed to be enjoying it; laughter was pretty damn contagious after 
all. 


“Well ignoring Pagliacci the Clown over here...” Yosuke remarked sarcastically, 
passing Justin a slight glare as the boy raised his hand up, as if to signify he was 
trying to stop. In actuality, the Pagliacci the Clown remark made it worse. He wasn’t 
sure if the remark was intentional or not, but Yosuke did realize Pigliacci was a 
depressed clown, right? Basically, Justin was doing the exact opposite of what 
Pagliacci would have done. “I think I've figured out what buttons to push to get 
Naoto-kun riled up. You're pretty cute when you're angry.” Naoto’s eyes widened 
with shock, face turning beat red almost immediately as her gaze immediately shot 
over to Yosuke, pure confusion and embarrassment running though her veins like 
tiny blood cells. To be fair, the remark was so out of place, even Justin had stopped 
laughing as it hit his ears, his smiling expression changing to one of slight disgust. 


“Wh-What are you talking about!?” Naoto questioned frantically, a combination of 
confusion and being ticked off fuelling her vocal cords. She was not one for being 
teased, especially in such an insulting manner as this. | mean, this was the girl who 
prided herself in trying to look like a guy, right? Cute and her just did not fit in the 
same sentence, at all. Yosuke just giggled a bit more as Naoto’s face lit up like a 
fireball, pleased to be finding all sorts of ways to yank Naoto’s chain. Essentially, 
Yosuke may have just took Justin’s place for him in the vicious cycle of ‘making 
Naoto feel unwelcome as fuck.’ 


“Don’t even tell me you got the hots for the Killjoy Detective over here.” Justin 
remarked with disgust, sticking his tongue out as if to get the thought of Yosuke 
and Naoto together out of his mind. He couldn’t think of any other match that was 
more likely to be made in hell than that one. Like holy shit, that was disgusting. 
Yosuke shook his head, a slightly disgusted look on his face himself. He had nothing 
on Naoto though, whose mouth was hanging open wide enough that a camel could 
pass through. 


“Nah, she’s not my type. I’m more into M-“ Yosuke cut himself off almost 
immediately as he realized what he had almost said. Alas, much too late; just that 
first syllable had drilled Justin’s ear deeper than a six foot long blade. His jaw 
opened slightly, eyebrows dropping into a glare, pupils shrinking as though to try 
and pierce right through his heart. Not that Yosuke hadn’t done that to himself. All 
eyes fell upon him, slightly confused as they tried to piece the puzzle pieces again. 
They all knew Yosuke was sweet on a girl, minus Naoto of course, but they didn’t 
know who. Except maybe Yu, who was freaking out just as much as Yosuke. He 
knew this would not end well. At all. “Uh... I-l mean.” 


“Finish that sentence.” Justin’s glare intensified like a thousand sons, slowly getting 
up from the ground to lean across the table. Yu did the smart thing and put his hand 
over Nanako’s eyes, knowing damn well a murder was about to unfold here. “Do it.” 


“...My bike. Only woman | need... Aha... Ha... You’re not buying this for a second are 
you.” Justin quickly pulled his sneaker off before tossing it across the table and 
whacking Yosuke across the skull. Yep, probably not a good idea to piss Justin off 
after all that had happened, recently; at least it was ncie to see Justin back to his 
old self... Sorta? Yosuke rubbed his head with pain as the shoe ricocheted off his 
skull, the blow making him oblivious to Justin jumping over the table to beat him up 
personally... Yu was pretty damn quick to turn to Yosuke. 


“Run and don’t stop, you hear- Oh... Oh... That... | didn’t even think you could fit a 
sneaker up there.” 


